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Like No Woman Could 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote this for a friend on Tumblr. /gasp/ | can write in first person?! Who knew?! Thought I'd post it since 


the Bodom section seemed a bit dead lately. l'm working on my other fics and a new one, | promise! 


“Another breakup, Allu? She was all drama anyways." Janne's voice broke my staring contest with the floor. He 


was speaking so softly, | could tell he was trying to assess my mood before approaching. 

"Yeah, yeah she was." | replied, faking a smile as he sat on the couch. Breakups shouldn't weigh me down as 
much as they do, honestly. I'm a rock star, | can have any girl | want. The only problem was that | didn't really 
want any. At least not right now. | hoped this gloomy mood would go the fuck away really soon 


"Come on, you wanna drink it away?" He dangled a bottle of Jameson in front of me.. oh how he knew me so 


well. | grabbed it and took a drink, the liquid stinging the inside of my mouth like a swarm of angry wasps. 


"Thanks Janne. You always know how to make things better.” 


"What are friends for, right?" He smiled, grabbing the bottle back to have a drink Oh, so we were sharing the 


alcohol now? 


"Yeah, | get it, you're always there for me which means | have to share my booze with you." | joked, reaching 
for the bottle as he pulled it away. That fucker. | lurched forward, but he anticipated my move and pulled the 
bottle further away, causing me to fall face first into his lap. | jumped back up quickly, catching a glimpse of 

his blushing face. | assumed he was just embarrassed that it looked like he intentionally made me fall like that, 


but it didn't bother me too much. Awkward shit like that happened all the time. 


The more drunk we got, the less | could care about the woman that fucked me over. Eventually all | could 
focus on was my keyboardist poorly singing some shitty pop music he had found on his laptop. | was doubled 


over laughing, my eyes watering a bit. 


"Stick to the keyboard!" | exclaimed, catching my breath as he crossed his arms and gave me the finger. We 
were wasted, he was beautiful, | was stupid, and somehow we ended up tangled with each other on the couch 
again. This time we were close enough to hear heartbeats over the music. Why did | want to hear his 


heartbeat? How drunk was |? 


We didn't talk for a few minutes, just remained cuddled up on the couch together. Janne always made sure | 
was happy, it never failed As soon as he saw my smile fade, he was determined to get it back | loved that 
about him. And when | say love, | suppose in the back of my mind | had played with the idea that | meant it in 
more than a friendly manner. We were in that awkward place between friends and lovers, | could never really 
figure out which side | felt more comfortable on He's my best friend, I'd trust him with my life.. but as soon 
as alcohol got involved, things got more complicated. He'd let me pass out in his bed with him, kiss me like no 


woman ever could, then wake up in the morning and act like all of that was normal. Was it normal to him? 


Before | could answer my own thoughts, | felt fingers in my hair and warm breath on my ear. He didn't even 
have to bite, a groan slipped from me before | could contain it. Every time he ran his fingers through my hair, 


| felt a shock wave hit every nerve. Lovers.. | pick the side of lovers. Every inch of me needed him and | 


refused to admit it. 


"Allu" His voice was so smooth as his teeth barely grazed my ear. "What are you thinking about?" Oh, shit. | 
bet | had that stupid drunken stare again. "That girl again?" His words were hardly slurred. He wasn't nearly as 
drunk as he normally was when this started to happen. My hazy mind couldn't come up with a good excuse 


this time. 


"No... fuck no. Fuck her." | seemed to have this awful problem when | was drunk and alone with Janne. If | wasn't 
actually puking, | had a bad case of word vomit. | could feel it coming on. | tried to bite my tongue to keep 
quiet but | couldn't process the action fast enough. "I'm just thinking about this whole thing.. with us.. when 
we're drunk." Great, that came out sounding terrible. Apparently | wasn't finished though. l'd rather it be 
actual vomit. "I just want to know where we stand" He looked confused as | met his eyes, only to quickly roll 


them and pretend | hadn't looked at him at all. 


"Have my hints not been enough?" He said innocently, stroking my hair again as he pulled me closer. It was like 


he was afraid | would leave his grip and never come back to it. 


"They have but.. it's just.. it only happens when we're drunk or when | get broken up with. And | guess in this 
case, both." | began to dig my head into his shirt in an attempt to stop my rambling and just enjoy this one 
moment that | was fucking up. 


"Those are the only times | don't fear being rejected" Rejected? Why would | ever? | mean sure, if | had a 
girlfriend it's completely different but.. | would never. | brought my head up to look at him again, surprised 
that he would even think that. He sighed, loosening his grip on me. "C'mon. don't look at me like l'm a freak" Did 
he take that as rejection? Fuck, I'm bad at emotions. 


"A freak? Shit.. no. You're beautiful.. you're fuckin’ beautiful" | shook my head as | felt my lips curl into a 
smile, then a grin that caused Janne to chuckle. Before he could react, | quickly changed my position so | was 
on his lap with one leg on either side of his, crashing his lips with mine. 


"Allu-" | cut him off with another kiss, this time nearly knocking our teeth together. 


"Don't talk.. please.. if you get me talking I'll just fuck this all up. Please Janne.. just love me." He stared at me 
for a moment, probably trying to process everything that had just happened in less than three minutes. | had 
to admit that | wasn't sounding like myself... | blame the alcohol. 


“There's nothing you could do to fuck this up right now." He breathed, placing his hand on the back of my neck 
to pull me back into a series of rough kisses. His hands found their way to my hips next, pulling me as close as 
possible. He pulled away again, watching that same smile return to my face. “There's my favorite smile." He 

said quietly, rubbing his thumbs over the top of my hip bones. He leaned into me for another kiss, this time so 
light it was almost a peck, but | swore my heart fluttered for just a second. Talk about a kiss no woman could 


give. 


